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forth the mystic ring for which they
had dared all.

Without a word Wu dropped It In
the slot, a protuberance hit a trigger

The man had trapped us.
We could hear hi feet crunching

the dry leave and twigs as he went
around the side of the barn again.

Suddenly the pale silver of the
moonlight on the floor reddened.

The man had struck a match and
thrown it Into a mass of
straw and gunpowder which protruded
through one of the weather-beate-

boards, near the floor.
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I watched them fearfully as the
hopped deftly from one sterna to as-oth- er

to avoid the lime and was
gone.

"Craig Craig!" I managed to cry
feebly. "Be careful. Keep to the
stones.'

Stepping from stone to stone, he fol-
lowed the retreating Chinamen. But
they had already reached the mouth
of the cave and were making their
way rapidly down the road to a
bend, in the opposite direction from
which we had come. There Wu's auto-
mobile was waiting.

A moment later Kennedy appeared,
but they had made their getaway.
Baffled, he turned and retraced his
steps to the cave.

"They got away, Walter." he said,
lighting a lantern they had dropped.
"By George." he added. I think a lis-tl-e

vexed that I had not been able s
intercept them, "you are a sight!"

He was about to laugh, when I faint-
ed. I can remember nothing until I

woke up over by the wall of the cham-
ber where he dragged roe.

Kennedy had been working hard to
revive me. and. as I opened my eyes,

"

he straightened up. His eye suddenly
caught something on the rock beside
him. There was a little slot carved

rock some yards from the finger post
that pointed each way to Williams and
Brownlee avenues.

Late that night Kennedy left his
apartment prepared to follow the in-

structions in the note which had been
so strangely delivered in the vase.

As he climbed into a roadster he
tucked the robe most carefully into a
corner under the leather seat.

"For heaven's sake, Craig," I gasped
from under the robe, "let me have a
little air."

I had taken my place under the robe
before the car was driven up in front
Of the apartment lest some emissary
of Wu Fang might be watching to see
that there was such a trick.

"You'll get air enough when we get
started, Walter," he laughed back un-

der his breath, apparently addressing
the engine.

We had reached a point in the sub-

urbs which was deserted, and I did
not recognize a thing when he pulled
up by the side of the road with a Jerk.

A moment later he pulled the robe
partly off me, and bent down as
though examining the batteries on
the side of the car.

"Get out on the other side in the
shadow of the car, Walter," he whis-

pered hoarsely. "Go down the road
a bit only cut in and keep under cot-e- r.

Thia is Williams avenue, foull
see a big rock. Hide behind it.
Ahead you'll see Brownlee avenue. Be
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and pushed It a hair's breadth.
On the other side of the chamber, a

great rock In the ground slowly
turned, aa though on a pivot. They
watched, fascinated. Even then Wu
did not forget the precious ring, but
aa the rock turned, reached down
quickly and recovered it from the cup
at the floor.

Inch by inch the pivoted rock moved
on its axis. They flashed their tan
tenia full on it and. as it moved, they
could see disclosed huge piles of gold
and silver coins and bars and orna-

ments, a chest literally filled with
brilliants, set and unset, rubies, em
eralds, precious stones of every con-

ceivable variety, a cave that would
have staggered even Aladdin.

For a moment they could merely
stand In avaricious exultation.

e

Painfully and slowly we managed to
trail Long Sin's footprints, until we
came to a road where they were lost
in the hard macadam.

Kennedy chose the most likely direc
tion, for the trail had been at an angle
to the road and Long Sin was not like
ly to double back. We had not gone
many rods before Kennedy paused a
minute and looked about in the moon
light.

"It's right. Walter," he cried. "Do
you recognize it?"

I looked about. Then 't flashed over
me. This was the oack road that led
past the entrance to the treasure vault
at Aunt Tabby's.

We went on now more quickly, Ms- -

No More," Says Wu.

tenlng carefully to catch any sounds,
but heard nothing. At last Kennedy
stopped, then plunged among the
rocks and bushes beside the road.
We were at the cave

' You go this way, Walter," ne di-

rected. "I'll go around and down
where It caved in."

I had gone only a vard or two wnen
It seemed as though something had
grasped my foot

With a great wrench r managed to
pull it loose. But the weight on my
other foot had imbedded it deeper in
something. I struggled to free this
foot and got the other caught. My re-

volver which I had drawn, was Jarred
from my hand, and in the effort to re-

cover it, I lost my balance. Unable
to move a foot in time to catch myself

fell forward. My hands were now
covered by the slimy, sticky stuff, and
the more t struggled, the worse I

seemed to get entangled.titWu and Long Sin paused only a
minute in astonishment. Then they
literally fell upon the wealth that lay
before them.

Suddenly they paused. There was
the slight tinkle of a Chinese bell.

Kennedy had reached Aunt Tabby's
garden, outside the roof of the subter-
ranean chamber where it had given
way, had gone down carefully over the
earth and rock, and In doing so had
broken a string stretched across the
passageway. The tinkle of a bell at-

tached to it aroused his attention and
he stopped short, a second, to look
about. Wu Fang had arranged a
primitive alarm.

Quickly, Wu and Long Sin blew out
their lanterns while Wu gave the rock

push. Slowly, as it had opened, it
now closed and they stood there listen-
ing.

I was still struggling in the bird
lime, getting myself more and more
covered with it, when the reverbera-
tion of revolver shots reached me.

Wu and Long Sin had opened fire on
Kennedy, and Kennedy was replying

kind. In the cavern It sounded like
veritable bombardment As they re-

treated, they came nearer and nearer
me and I could see the revolvers

spitting: lire In the darkness.

For a second I looked dismayed at
the rapidly mounting flames.

"A very pretty situation," I forced
with a laugh. "But I hope he doesn't
think we'll atay here and burn, with
a perfectly good window in full view."

I took a step toward the window, but
before I could take another, Kennedy
yanked me back.

'Don t think for a moment that he
overlooked mat. ' lie shouted.

Craig looked around hastily, In a
corner iust Dack of us, was a long
pole He snatched it up and moved
cautiouslv toward the window

'Keep back, Walter, ' he muttered,
'just as far as you can. '

He nad scarcely raised the window
i fraction of an inch when an old,
rusty, neavy anvil and a bent, worn
piowshare crashed down to the floor
directly over the spot where 1 should
have been if he had not dragged me
away.

I think you may try it safely now,
all right," smiled Kennedy coolly.

We climbed out of the window, not
an instant too soon.

Having gained the clump of woods,
the gaunt figure had paused long
enough to gloat over his clever
scheme. Instead, he saw us making
good our escape. With a gesture of
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"Let Us Be Enemies
intense fury he turned. There was
nothing more for him to do but to
zigzag his way to safety across coun-

try.
Kennedy did not pause an instant

longer, but in the light of the burn-

ing barn, as best be could, started to
follow the trail In a desperate en-

deavor either to overtake Long Sin,
or at least to find the final direction
in which ne would go.

At the entrance of the passageway
which led to the little underground
chamber in which we had sought the
treasure hidden by the Clutching
Hand, Wu Fang was seated on a rock
waiting impatiently though now and
then indulging in a sinister smile at
the subtle trick by which he had re-

covered the ring. I
The sound of approaching foot-

steps disturbed him. He was far too
clever to leave anything to chance
and like a serpent he wriggled behind
another rock and waited. It was only
a glance, however, that he needed to
allay his suspicions. It was Long Sin,
breathless.

Wu stepped out beside him so quiet-
ly that even the acute Long Sin did
not hear. "Well?" he said in a gut-
tural tone.

Long Sin drew back In fear. "I
have failed, oh, master," he replied in
an imploring tone. "Even now they
are following my tracks."

Wu frowned. "We must work quick-
ly, then," he muttered.

He picked up a dark lantern near by,
Indicating another to Long Sin. They
entered the cave, flashing the lights
ahead of them.

"Be careful," ordered Wu, proceed-
ing gingerly from one stepping stone a
to another. "We shall be followed no
further than this."

He paused a moment and pointed his
finger at the earth. Everywhere, ex-

cept here and there where a stone
projected, was a sticky, slimy sub-

stance. It was an old trick of primi-
tive races.

They passed on from stone to stone in
until they came to the subterranean a
chamber itself.

Long Sin watched his master in si to

Seventeenth Episode Continued.

Although she had intended to sit tip
tintil she received some word from
Kennedy that night, the long strain
bad told on her, and in spite of her
worry about Elaine, she decided, at
length, to retire.

Aunt Josephine, clasping the jewel
ease tightly, mounted the stairs and
entered her room. She locked the door
carefully and put the Jewelry case un-

der her pillow. Then she switched off
the light.

A moment later a small piece of the
v-- se seemed to break away from the
rst of the mosaic, as though it were
knocked out from the inside. Then

large piece fell out. and another.
At last from the strange hiding place

a lithe figure, as shiny as though
bathed in oil, naked except for a loin-

cloth, seemed to squirm forth like a
serpent. It was Wu Fang the watch-
ful eye which, literally as well as figu-

ratively, had been leveled at us in
one form or another ever since the
kidnaping of Elaine.

Silently he tiptoed to the doorway
and listened. There was not a sound.
Just as noiselessly then he went back
to the library table and, muffling the
telephone bell, took down the receiver.
He whispered a number, waited, then
whispered some directions.

A moment later he wormed his way
out of the library and into the drawing-room- .

On he went cautiously, snake-
like, up the stairs, until he came to the
door of Aunt Josephine's room.

He bent down and listened. There
was no sound except Aunt Josephine's
breathing. Silently he drew from a
fold In the loin-clot- h a screwdriver and
removed the screws from the hinges of
lhe door. Quietly he pushed the bed--

room door open, pivoting it on the
lock. Just far enough open so that he!
could slip through.

Creeping along the floor, like the
reptile whose sign he had assumed,
he came nearer and nearer Aunt Jo--1

aephine's bed. As he paused for a
moment hia quick eye seemed to catch
aight of the bulgiug lump under her
pillow. His long, thiu hand reached
out and quietly removed the jewel case
from under her pillow.

In a country roadhouse Long Sin
was waiting patiently. The telephone
rang, and the proprietor answered.
I,ong Sin was at his side almost before
lie could hand over the receiver. It
was Long Sin's master, Wu.

"Beware," came the whispered mes-
sage over the wire. "Kennedy has
made a false ring. I'll get the real
one. By the great Devil of Gobi, you
must cut him off."

"It is done," returned Long Sin,
hanging up the receiver in great ex-

citement.
He hurried out of the room and left

the roadhouse. Down the road in an
automobile, bound between two China-
men, one at her head and the other at
her feet, was Elaine, wrapped around
In blankets, not even her face vis-
ible. The guards looked up startled
hh Long Sin streaked out of the
shadow to the car.

".Quick!" he ordered. "The master
will get the ring himself. I will take
care of Kennedy."

An instant and they were gone, while
Long Sin slunk back into the shadows
from which he had come.

Through the underbrush the wily
Chinaman made his way to an old
barn.

In the dim light of a lantern hang-

ing from a rafter could be seen sev-

eral barrels in a corner. Without a
moment's hesitation Long Sin seized
a bucket and placed it under the spig
ot of one of the barrels. The liquid
poured forth into the bucket, and he

emptied the contents on the floor, fill-

ing the bucket again and again and

swinging It right and left in every
direction, until the barrel had finally
run dry.

Then he moved over to the window,
which he examined carefully. Satisfied
with what he had done, he drew a slip
of paper from his pocket and hastily
wrote a note, resting the paper on an
old box. When he had finished writ-

ing he folded up the note and thrust
it into a little hollow-carve- d Chinese
figure, which he took also from his

pocket.
With a final hasty glance about he

extinguished the lantern, letting the
moonlight stream fitfully through the
single window. Then he left the barn,
with both front and rear doors open.

Taking advantage of every bit of

shelter, he made his way across the
fleld In the direction of the crossroads,
Anally dropping down behind a huge

in it, and above the slot was a peculiar
Inscription.

For several minutes Kennedy pui- -

zled over It. as Wu had done. Then
he discovered the little cup near the
ground.

"The ring!" he suddenly cried out.
I was too muddled to appreciate at

once what he meant, but 1 saw him
reach Into his fob pocket and draw
forth the trinket which had caused so
much disaster, as if It had been cursed
by the Clutching Hand himself. He
dropped it Into the slot.

Struggling to my feet, I saw across
from me the very rock itself moving.

"Look, Craig!" I cried, involuntar-
ily pointing.

He turned. No, it was not a vision.
It actually moved. Together we
watched. Slowly the rock turned on
a pivot. There were disclosed to our
astonished eyes he hidden millions of
the Clutching Hand.

I looked from the gold and jewels to
Kennedy, in speechless amazement.

"We have beaten them anyhow," I
cried.

Slowly Craig shook his head sadly.
"No." he murmured, "we have found

the Clutching Hand's millions, but we
have lost Elaine."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

His Handicap.
"As I was engaged in the very dis-

agreeable and undignified task of split-- "

ting up some hickory knots yester-
day," related Jay B. Iden, the poet, "a
wayfarer came along and offered to
relieve me of the Job in return for a

'
pair of my old trousers. Unfortunate- -

ly, I had them on at the time and the
reading circle was convening in the
house. On that acount I was unable
to avail myself ot his kind offer."
Kansas City Star.

Bluebird a Friend of Man.
Like the robin, the bluebird is very

domestic, but unlike the robin. It does
not prey upon any cultivated product
or work any injury whatsoever to the
fruit grower. .During the fruit season
in fact five-sixth- s of its food consists
of insects. It seems, therefore, that
the common practice of encouraging
the bluebird to nest near houses by
ilacing convenient boxes in which it
may build its home is thoroughly jus-
tified.

Japanese Breakfast.
The usual Japanese breakfast con-

sists ot rice, mi so soup, pickles and
occasionally fish. Tea is always
served with meals, and is drunk clear,
without sugar or cream. Mist soup
consists ot Htrips of radishes, sea-

weed, eggplant, or other vegetables
cooked with bean curd and water. The
cooking is not continued for a long
period, and so few vegetables are
used that the soup partakes only
slightly of the flavor of the ingredi-
ents.

South American Industry.
The sap of the sapodilla tree is

very largely used in the manufacture
of chewing gum. The tree is cultv
vated in Mexico and Central America,
and the method of collecting the aa; I

called "chicle," is very similar to that
employed In extracting map! sugar.
Mexico alone in 1910 exported chicl
valued at $170,000, which will glva
you a good idea ot the extent of th
chewing fr"' '4wtrv

Beyonu loudness.
When men and women die, and are

beyond all earthly troubles and crises,
then the rule is: "Speak no evil of
the dead." But is it not worse to
speak evil of them while they are
alive, while the evil word can wound
or injure them? Why wait to be kind
and merciful until it is no use what-
ever?

Fond Memory.
Open season for recalling how good

stolen turnip used to taste to you
when you were a small boy. Connsis-vill- e

Examiner. I

prepared for anything. 1 shall have
to trust the rest to you. I don't know
myself what's going to happen.'

I slid out and went along the edge
of the road, as Craig had directed,
and Anally crouched behind a huge
rock

After a moment to give me a
chance, Craig himself left the car
pulled up close by the side of the
road and went ahead on foot. At last

came to the crossroads just around
the bend, where, in the moonlight, he
could read the signs: "Williams ave- -

nue" and "Brownlee avenue." He stood
there a moment

Suddenly, at his feet in the dust of
the road something heavy seemed to
drop. He looked about quickly. No
one was in sight.

He reached down and picked up a
little Chinese figure. Tapping it with
his knuckles he examined it curiously
It was hollow.

From the inside he drew out a piece
of paper. He strained his eyes in the
moonlight and managed to make out:

"The Serpent la all-wi- and his
fang la fatal. You have signed the
white girl's death warrant."

Meanwhile I had made my way
stealthily, peering Into the buBhes and
careful not even to step on anything
that would make a noise and was now,
as I have said, crouched behind the
big rock to which Craig had directed
me.

I had begun to wonder whether Ken-

nedy might not have made a mistake
when, suddenly, from behind the
shadow of another rock ahead of me.
but toward Brownlee avenue, I saw
a tall, gaunt figure of a man stealthily
rise up Into the moonlight.

My heart gave a leap as he quickly
raised his right arm and hurled some-

thing as far as he could in the direc-
tion that Kennedy had taken.

I stole out from my own hiding
place in the shadow of my rock and
darted quickly to the shelter of a
bush, nearer the figure.

It turned to steal away.
I leaped at him and he went down,

rolling over and over in the under-
brush and stubble.

He was powerful and stronger than
I and after a tough tussle he broke
loose. But I had succeeded, never
theless. I had delayed him just long
enough. Kennedy heard the sound of
the struggle and was now crashing
through the hedge at the crossroads
In our direction.

I managed to pick myself up, just
as Kennedy reached my side, and, to-

gether, we followed the retreating
figure as it made its way among the
shadows. Across the open space be-

fore us we followed him and at last
saw him dive Into an old barn.

A moment later we followed hot-

foot into the barn. As we entered,
we could bear a peculiar grating
noise, as though a door was swung
open. Evidently the man Lad gone
through and closed the back door.

We threw ourselves against the
back door. But it did not yield. There
was no time to waste and we turned
to rush out again by the way we
came, just as the front door was
slammed shut lent admiration as. at last he rlraw j


